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A lasting wreath of various hue,—deck’d with each fragrant flower. 
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THE FLOWER-GFRL. 


“ Pray, buy a nosegay, of a poor or | 


phan !?? said a female voice, ina plaintive | 
and melodious tone. I turned hastily, 
and beheld a girl of fourteen; whose 
drapery, though ragged, was clean, and 
whose form was such as a painter might 
have chosen for a youthtul Venus Her 
neck, without covering, was wiite as 
snow ; and her features, though not re-| 
ularly beautiful, were interesting, and | 
set off by a trarfisparent complexion : | 
hereyes darkand intelligent, were shaded | 
by loose ringlets of a raven black, and| 


ne 





poured their sweetly supplicating beains | 


—_—-—- ---— 


|iterrupted her discourse : she stopped, 
and wept silently; then raising up her 
face from the hand on which she had 
laid it—* O, sir, I have no father !— 
‘no mother !—no relation! Alas! I have 
ino friend in the world! Choked with 
her emotions, she was silent tor a mo- 
ment before she could proceed—“ My 
only friend is God! on him I rely ; 1 sub- 
mit to his will. I only pray that I may 
support, with fortitude, the miseries [ 
am born to experience! ‘To him, kind 
sir, this heart shall always pray for you. 
May that God forever protect you!” 
added she, dropping a courtsey, full of 





. | Sac . . 
through the silken shade of very long) humility and native grace, as she retired. 


lashes. On one arm hung a basket full 
of roses, and the other was stretched out 
towards me with one of the rose-buds. 
I put my hand into my pocket, and drew} 


out some silver—* Take this, my pretty | 


fgirl,’ said I, putting it into her’s; 
“and may that God, who is the Father 
fof the fatherless, be the preserver of, 
your existence, and your virtue !-—Vir- | 
uous poverty is no crime.” 

I was turning from her, when she 





suddenly caught my hand ; and, putting | 
it to’ her lips, burst into a flood of tears. | 


The action and the look which accom-| 
panied it, touched my soul; it melted | 
into the artless gratitude of this poor) 
lower-girl, and a drop of sympathy fell 
trom my cheek. ‘ Forgive me, sir, | 
said she, recovering from her transport, | 


her lovely face: “ my heart was full of| 
What it could not express——nature im-| 
pelled. me to su free an action. You 





will pardon the effect it had on me, 
when I tell you, they were the first kind 
words I have heard since I lost all that | 
Was dear to me on earth. 





* A sob. 





while a sweet blusb diffused itself over | 


I returned her benediction, and went 
‘on— 

| © And can I thus leave this poor 
creature {” said I, as I walked pensively 
on. ‘* Can I leave her forever, without 
emotion ’—What have I done for her, 
that can entitle me to her prayers ?~- 
Preserved her a few days from death— 
but that is all! And shall 1 quit thee, 
fair flower, to see thee no more ?—to 
be blown down by the rude blast of ad- 
versity !—to be cropped by some cruel 
spoller!'—to droop thy lovely head be- 
neath the blight of early sorrow !—No ! 
thou hast been reared on some happier 
bank ; thou hast been nurtured by the 
sweet tears of maternal affection ; thou 
hast once blushed beneath the chearing 
sun of domestic content, and under it 
thou shalt bloom again !’”’ I turned, as I 
spoke :—my heart beat with its sweet 
purpose. I saw the beautiful flower. 
virl before me. I approached—I caught 
her hand—the words of triumphant vir- 
tue burst from my lips— 

* Come, thou lovely, deserted girl 

come, and add one more to the happy 
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groupe who call me father! Their home 
shall be thine: thou shalt share their 
comiorts ; thou shalt be taught with 
them, that virtue, their father tries to 
practice! She stopped me; her eyes 
flashed with a frantic joy: she flung 
herself on her knees before me, and 
buest into a flood of rapturous tears. I 
raised her in iny arms—I hushed her 
eloquent gratitude—I led her to a home 
of happiness and piety. She loves my 
children; she loves their father; and 
the poor orphan is now the wife of my 
son ! 








MODESTY IN YOUTH. 

To piety, join modesty and docilitys 
revereice of your parents, and submis- 
sion to those who are your superiors in 
knowledge, in station, and in years. 
Dependence and obedience belong to 
youth. Modesty is one of its chief or- 
naments ; and has ever been esteemed a 
presage of rising merit. When entering 
on the career of life, it is your part, not 
to assume the reigns as yet into your 
hands ; but to coinmit yourselves to the 
guldance of the more experienced, and 
to become wise by the wisdom of those 
who have gone before you. Of all the 
follies incident to youth, there are none 
which either deform its present appear- 
ance, or blast the prospect of its future 
prosperity, more than self-conceit, pre- 
sumption, and obstinacy. By checking 
its natural progress in improvement, 
they fix itin long immaturity ; and fre- 
quently produce mischiefs, which can 
never be repaired. Yet these are vices 
too commonly found among the young 
Big with enterprise, and clated by hope, 
they resolve to trust for success to none 
but themselves. Full of their own abt- 
lities, they deride the admonitions which 
are given them by their friends. as the 
timorous suggestions of age. ‘Loo wise 
to learn, too impatient to deliberate, too 


time approaches when both men and 
things, will appear to you in a different 
light. Many characters which you now 
admire, will. by and by, sink in your 
esteem ; and many opinions, of which 
you are at present most tenacious, will 
alter as you advance in years. Distrust, 
therefore, the glare of youthful presump. 
tion, which dazzles your eyes. Abound 
not in your own sense. Put not your. 
selves forward with too much eagerness; 
nor imagine, that by the impetuosity oj 
juvenile ardour, you can overturn sys- 
tems which have been long established, 
and change the face of the worid. Learn 
not to think more highly of yourselves 
than you ought, but to think soberly, 
By patient and gradual progression in 
improvement, you may, in due time, 
commard lasting esteem. But by as: 
suming, at present, a tone of superiority, 
to which you have no title, you will dis- 
eust those whose approbation it is most 
important to gain. Forward vivacity 
may fit you to be the companions of an 
idle hour. More solid qualities must 
recommend you to the wise, and mark 
you out for importance and consideration 
‘in subsequent life. 











SONNET. 


from the Original Irish. 





| It was onthe white hawthorn, on the 
brow of the valley, I saw the ring of 
day first break. 

The soft, the young, the gay, delight- 
iful morning, kissed the crimson of the 
‘rose, mixed it with her smiles, and 
laughed the season on us. 

Rise, my Evelina, soul that informs 
‘my heart; do thou smile too, more love- 
‘ly than the morning in her blushes; 
more modest than the rifled lily, when 
/weeping in her dews. 

| Pride of the western shore—the sky’s 








blue face, when cleared by dancing sun 








forward to be restrained, they plunge,| beams, looks not serener than thy coun- 
with precipitant indiscretion, into the} tenance. The richness of the wild honey 
midst ofall the dangers with which life }\is on thy lip, and thy breath exhales 
abounds. Svest thou a young man qise|| sweets like the apple blossoms. 

in his own coneeit 2? There is more hope | Black are thy locks, my Evelina, and 
ofa fool, than of him.— Positive as you | polished as the raven’s smooth pinions. 
now are in your opinions, and confident { The swan’s silver plumage is not fairer 
in your assertions, be assured, that the |)than thy neck, and the witch of love 
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andmneaves all her inchantments from thy 
rent@posom. 

now Rise, my Evelina, the sprightly beam 
yourffof the sun descends to kiss thee, and 
hich M#the heath reserves its bloom to greet thee || 
willMwith its odour. 
‘usjf Thy lover will pick the strawberries 
mp-ffrom the lofty crag, and rob the hazel of 
und fits yellow nuts. My berries shall be red 
our-fas thy lips, and my nuts ripe and milky 
ess;Bus the fluid of love in the bridal bosom. 
yo Queen of the cheerful smile, shall I 
sys-Bnot meet thee in the moss grown cave, 
hedfand gaze upon thy beauties in the wood. 
carn How long wilt thou leave me, Evelina, 
dvesBmournful as the lone son of the rock, 
rly. Btclling thy beauties to the passing gale, 
 infand pouring out my complaints to the 
me,ferey stone in the valley ‘ 

as‘-§ And didst thou hear my song, 0 vir- 
rity,Bcin daughter of a meek eyed mother ! 
dis-& Thou comest, Evelina, like summer 
nosthto the children of frost, and welcome 
cityBare thy steps to my view as the harbin- 
f anBeer of sight to the eye of darkness! 
rust 
ark MATILDA. 








NONE =TWow amiable may a woman be, what}! 


a comfort and delight to her acquaint- 
ance, her friends and her relations, her 
lover, or her husband, in keeping strictly 
within her character! She adorns all 
female virtues with native female soft- 
thefness. Women, while untainted by affec- 
offtation, have a natural chearfulness of 
mind, tenderness and benignity of heart, |! 
‘ht-Bwhich justly endears them to us, either 
the Fto animate our joys, or sooth our sor- 
indfrows ; but how they are changed, and |! 
how shockiny do they become, when the || 
ms frave of ambition, or the pride of learn- 
ve-fing, agitates and swells those breasts, 
es; where only love, friendship, and tender 
en Fcare should dwell !— 
Let Matilda be their model, who, | 
y $—though she could support any character, | 
im Bissumes none, never misied by fancy or 
in- Fvanity, but guided singly by reason :— 
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riority they have not; she conforms 
herself to the turn of the company she ts 
in, but in a way of rather avoiding to be 
distanced, than desiring to take the lead. 
Are they merry, she is chearful; are 
| they grave, she Is serious ; are they ab- 
surd, she is silent. Though she thinks 
and speaks as'a man would do, she effe- 
minates, if I may use the expression, 
whatever she says, and gives all the 
graces of her own sex to the strength of 
ours ; she is well bred, without the trou- 
blesome ceremonies, and frivolous forms 
of those who only affect to be so. As 
her good breeding proceeds jointly from 
good nature and good sense, the former 
inclines her to oblige, andthe lattershews 

ber the easiest and best way of doing 
it Woman’s beauty, like man’s wit, is 








generally fatal to the owners, unless 
Meocted by a judgment which seldom 
accompanies a great deal of cither; her 
beauty seems but the proper and decent 
lodging for such a mind: she knows the 
true value of it, and far from thinking 
that it authorizes impertinence and co- 
guetry, it redoubles her care to avoid 
those errors, that are its usual attend. 
ants. Thus she not only unites in her- 
iself all the advantages of body and mind, 
‘but even reconciles contradictions in 
;others: for she is loved and esteemed, 
though unenvied by all. 








A poor man who had a termagant 
wife, after a long dispute, in which she 
| was resolved to have the last word, told 
‘her if she spoke one crooked word more, 
ihe would beat her Brains out. W by 
‘then, RAM’S HORNS, you rogue, said ae, 
if I die for it. 





As the commissioners were lately 
‘running a new, the line between North 
sand South-Carolina, it chanced to carry 
a certain house into North-Carolina, 
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| 








'which, according to the old line, stood 


ey [whatever she says or does is the manifest |! a rod over on the other state. The rood 
result of a happy nature, and a good un-|/old woman who lived in the house, upon 
\being informed ot the circunstance, 
'excleimed—-“ Now we have got into 
it’other state, and I’m dear glad on’t, for 
I always heard that South-Carolina was 


les 





der standing, though she knows whatever 
Woman ought, and it may be, more than 
they are required to know. She conceals 
the superiority she has, with as much 










care, as Others take to display the supe- 








a desfierate unhealihy filace.” 
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Al Mother to her Children. 
Sweet age of blest delusion ! blooming boys, 
Ah! revel longin childhood’s thoughtless joys, 
With light and pliant spirits, that can stoop 
To follow sportively the rolling heop ; 
To watch the sleeping toy with gay delight, 
Or mark, with raptur'd gaze, the sailing kite ; 
Or, eagerly pursuing pleasure’s call, 
Can find it center’d in the bounding ball ! 
Alas! the day will coma, when sports like 
these : 
Must loose their magic, and their power to 
lease 
Too swiftly fled, the rosy hours of youth 
Shali yield their fairy charms to mournful 
truth. 
Even now a mother's fond prophetic fear 
Sees the dark train of human ills appear ; 
Views various fortune for each lovely child, 
Storms for the bold, and anguish for the mild; 
Beholds already those expressive eyes 
Beam a sad certainty of future sighs ; 
And dreads each suffering those dear breasts 
may know, 
In their long passage through a world of woe ; 
Perchance predestin’d every pang to prove 
‘that treacherous friends inflinct, or faithless 
love. 
For, ah! how few have found existence sweet, 
Where grief is sure, but happiness deceit! 





THE DUMFLINIAD. 


By a Youth of fourteen. 
Ye Nine who fir’d immortal Barlow’s soul 
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To sing of Pudding, smoaking from the bowl, 

Aid me, while I a tender theme will choose, 

Which yet has never known the indulgent 
muse, 

I sing of Dumplings, pleasing to the taste, 

Compos’d of apples, and of wheaten paste ; 

To ong them good, the girls with art are 

lest, 

And she’s the lovl’est, who can make the best. 

Imprimis let the paste be nice, and clean, 

And press’d completely with the rolling-pin ; 

The apples in the paste in order laid, 

And in aspheric form the dumpling’s made: 

Notlike the steed of fam’d LaMancha’s knight 

But let them, to the eye afford delight, 

With little figures all around be grac‘d, 

And in the pot in proper order plac’d. 

But now to the important point we’ve come, 

To boil them well ; "tis difficult for some ; 

Not hard, nor yet too soft; a mean I’d choose, 

Best suited satisfaction to infuse. 

When on the dish the fumes in volumes rise, 

And waft their fragrant incense to the skies. 

Not the rich dainties of a royal feast, 

Not cake, nor bread, compcs’d of finest yeast, 

Not the best puddings, which our cooks can 
make, 

Not the best pies, which they did ever bake, 

Cau such substantial, lasting bliss impart, 

As you, O Dumplings, to my grateful heart. 


But when with knives and forks all glist’ning 
well, 

In twain divided, you more richly smell, 

Than the perfum’d heads of modern fops, 

‘That issue forth in crowds from barbers shops, 

We then upon thee, in profusion pour 

The sweet molasses, as a gentle shower ; 

And when you're cover’d in the auburn tide, 

With gentle freedom down our palates glide. 

With anxious pleasure, here I wait for thee, 

When we shall fondly meet with mutual glee, 

The warmest love for thee I still retain, 

Still do I hope to meet thee here again. 

ihy simple form would not disgrace the 
board 

Of eastern kings, or some luxurious lord. 

To tell thy worth, demands ten thousand 
tongues, 

An iron voice with adamantine lungs. 





WINTER. 


Loud northen blasts incessant roar, 
And pinching cold comes hov’ring round; 
The rattl’ing hail knocks at the door, 
And falls to perish on the ground. 


The hoary frost, at midnight hour, 

O’er wither’d fields its mantle spreads; 
Alike, through all the silent power, 

Its silv’ry gloss profusely sheds. 


The meads, so lately dress’d in green, 
Arenow o’erspread with sadd’ning gloom; 

No more the fragrant blossom’s seen, 
Array’d in nature’s lovely bloom. 


On yon high mountain’s shaggy brow, 
The tall tree bends its rev’rend head ; 








The pale leaves falling from the bough, 
Bespeaks its transient beauty fled. 


As leaves in autumn soon decay, 

So youth walk o’er life’s slender stage ; 
The blooming beauty fades away, 

Nipt by the wintry frost of age. 


——_— — + 


EPIGRAM. 


“ What's fashionable, I'll maintain, 

‘© Ts always right,” cries sprightly Jane ; 

“ Ah! would to heaven!” cries graver Sue, 
“‘ What’s right were fashionable too.” 








CONDITIONS. 


A No. will be en every Saturday. 
‘Lhe price is Zwelve and a half Cents per 


vance. 
At the close of each year, a title page, in- 
dex, and list of the nemes of the subscri- 
bers will be given. 
Philadelphia—Published by Tuomas G. 
Conpik, jun, Vo. 22, Carter's alley, ofipro- 
site Mr. Girard’s Bank—where Subscrifi- 
tions and Communications will be thant- 
fully received. 
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